Warm Winter Morning 


Author: therealtortilla 
Bands: Nightwish 
Characters: Emppu Vuorinen, Jukka Nevalainen 


Relationships: Emppu Vuorinen/Jukka Nevalainen 


Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sat Dec 25 2021 00:03:24 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Author's Notes: 
Fluff. Just sweet Christmasy fluff. 


Emppu Vuorinen woke as the sunlight glinting through the blinds of his bedroom hit his eyelids. Everything 
that had happened last night came rushing back to him as his eyes adjusted to the daylight. He blinked a few 


times, afraid to turn over and come face-to-face with reality. 


The soft sound of the his companion's breathing told him that at least Jukka had stayed. At least he hadn't 
snuck out in the early morning hours, ashamed of what they had done. Then again, Jukka had always been a 
heavy sleeper; perhaps he hadn't woken up yet and been hit with the regrets of their evening together. 


Emppu had gotten a little bit drunker at Tuomas's Christmas/birthday party than he'd intended. Not drunk 
enough to forget, but drunk enough to watch helplessly through his own eyes as he made a fool of himself in 
front of his long-time friend and their bandmates. His flirting had started off as a joke, but then Jukka started 
flirting back, and he couldn't tell if it was just for laughs after a while. Then there was the whole Marco- 
holding-the-mistletoe-over-him-and-Jukka thing, and Jukka kissing his cheek, and Emppu blushing redder than 


the ornaments on Tuomas's tree... The Christmas spirit was all about love, right? 


Jukka had been kind enough to drive Emppu back to his place as the party was ending, although Emppu was 
sobering up by then But the blonde guitarist had certainly been drunk enough to spill his deepest, darkest 
secret to Jukka as they stumbled down Tuomas's driveway to Jukka's car. And that deepest, darkest secret 
was, of course, that he'd had a crush on Jukka since grade school, and he had just been too afraid to admit it 
up until tonight. 


In response to this, Jukka had pressed him against the passenger's side door of his car and kissed him 
again, this time on the mouth. Emppu distinctly remembered the feeling of the cold metal of the car and the 
chilly air seeping through his winter jacket and jeans, and he also remembered the feeling of Jukka's fingertips 
on his chin as he tilted his face up to meet his lips. He remembered the pure heat of arousal blooming 
through his body, warming him from the winter's frost, as Jukka's other hand ran down his side and found 


placement on his hip. 


He remembered their clumsy limbs and nervous words as they stumbled towards his bedroom together, 
discarding articles of clothing as they went. He remembered Jukka being so gentle with him when they made 
love. Emppu hadn't felt any pain, not like he had with lovers in the past. 


He smiled to himself and bit his lip, trying not to get too excited. Jukka had been so sweet with him, so 
careful and loving, but Emppu had no way of knowing if Jukka's intentions with him went beyond just their 
evening's passionate tryst. It could have been a one time thing. It could have been a lapse in judgment. It could 


have been anything other than what Emppu truly hoped it might be. 


He was afraid to turn over and look at Jukka; what if, when the drummer opened his eyes, he only saw 
regret there? What if Jukka was disgusted by what they'd done together? What if things became awkward? 
Were they still going to be friends after this? Emppu tensed up with nerves, terrified he'd made a huge 
mistake by admitting his feelings to the man and letting things progress as much as they had. 


He heard Jukka move behind him, as though he was stirring awake. Scared to move, to acknowledge what 
they'd done, Emppu stayed still. Perhaps if he didn't move, it would give Jukka the opportunity to get up and 
leave without the awkward interactions. If Jukka left without a word, Emppu could accept that - could accept 
that this was just a one-time thing and that things would go back to how they were before yesterday. Maybe 
they could even pretend it hadn't happened at all (though Emppu would cherish the memory with every fiber 
of his being for the rest of his life). 


But then he felt the other man shift closer to him and slip his arm around his waist. 
Oh 


"Mmm, hey," Jukka greeted softly, sleepiness clinging to his voice as he pressed a kiss to the back of 
Emppu's neck Relief and heat flooded throughout the smaller man's body as he relaxed in the drummer's 
arms. He exhaled shakily, all the nerves evaporating from his bones as Jukka's arm tightened around him. 


Feeling a bit brave now, Emppu rolled over to face his friend. 


He wasn't prepared for the look Jukka would give him; the other man's eyes were sleepy but full of 
admiration as they met Emppu's eyes. The smaller one felt himself blush as a smile crept up Jukka’s lips. 


"Good morning," he greeted, laughing softly. 
"Morning," Jukka replied, and he tilted his head in to give Emppu a soft, lazy kiss. As he did, Emppu shifted 
closer to him. The drummer ran his hand up from the blonde's waist and into his hair, encouraging the kiss to 


deepen. Jukka's tongue swiped at Emppu's lips, so he parted them to let him in. 


Emppu was sure he was in heaven. This morning afterglow filled him with aching joy. Jukka's hands felt like 


a warm sweater on Christmas morning, and his kisses were sweet like hot cocoa. 


As they parted to breathe, Jukka kissed him on the nose and grinned widely. Emppu swam contentedly in 
the blue oceans of the man's eyes, but still he wanted his answer. 


"Was last night okay?" the guitarist asked timidly. Jukka ran his fingertips down the blonde's cheek. 


"Last night was definitely okay," the man replied, "and we're going to make this morning, and all the nights 
and mornings after that even better. If that's alright with you?" 


Emppu felt a tug of desire pulling him forward back to Jukka's lips. 


Even better, indeed. 


